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NIRVANA.

To Ho, to rest on bracken couch,
To hear tho bells on fairy brao.

To watch a blue loch tlngo tho shores.
To darker color underway:

To see tho glooming even fall
On bank and treo, on mount and wold.

To mark the stars that glimmer bright.
To count the hundred legends old;

To clasp tho silver cord that leads
The flocking shadows by a hill.

To lie, to rest on bracken couch,
To feel tho night come, soft, and calm and

still.
J. J. 31. In Now York Graphic

MADAME EOQUETTE."

There probably was not a brighter nor a
cozier room in any house in New York than
tho breakfast room in John Wheatleigh's
bouse. It s somevrhero in tho thirties, just
off Fifth avenue, of which a glirepso could bo
caught through tho east windows, which ad-

mitted a flood of sunlight on tho glass and
plate and fiuo damask of the table, and
brought out tho golden light in Tvlrs. Wheat-
leigh's brown hair.

Thero could not have been a- mora agree-

able couplo to look upon, either he, tall,
athletic, with an open, manly countenance
Ehe, pretty, elegant and womanly. They
veroahappy pair, too, as happiness goes,
and no heavier cloud darkened their matri-
monial sky than tho ono which was now hov-

ering over tho breakfast table. For that
thero was a cloud this morning thero could
bo no possible doubt The fullness about
Mrs. "Wheatleigh's lips, tho droop of her lids
and tho elevation of her eyebrows formed an
undeniable pout, whilo her husband's face
txpreased doubt, anxiety and annoyance in
turn. Though tho atmosphere was clear
when tho meal began the doubt had been
lurking in John "Wheatleigh's oyes evtr since
ho took hi3 seat at tho table. In his heart it
expressed itself in tho hesitation between "I
will toll her"and'I won't tell her." Tho
"wonts'' had tho best of it at first; it seemed
unnecessary; thero vas no reason why ho
ehould, and perhaps Nettie would not under-
stand it, which viould bo very awkward.
Then ho considered tho affirmativo side of
tho question; Xettio was a thoroughly sensi-

ble woman; sho had nover shown tho least
traco of jealousy; anything that ho would
tell her about, honestly and openly, sho
would consider right, or if sho did not sho
would tell him so gently and without any
fuss.

Ho looked at her as sho bent her pretty
head over tho morning paper, humming a
little tuno meanwhile. Sho seemed to feel
his ga70, and glancing up at him smiled.
John's heart smote him. How could ho think
of keeping anything from his sweet littlo
w ifel Of coure he would tell her he was
half sorry he had promised to go; if she ob-

jected ho wouldn't "Just as soon as I finish
this egg," thought ho. "In tho meantime I'll
think of tho best way to tell her."

That was a fatal egg for John. Ho was
bomo thno in disposing of it. "When ho had
finished ho cleared his throat und had
actually uttered tho initial N of his
wife's namo when jtfrs. "Wheatleigh cried,
"Oh, TTohn, they're going to piny 'Cym-belin- o'

won't j'ou tako ineP
That question was tho deathknell of John

"Wheatleigh's confession. Ho could never
tell his wife, in escuso for not taking her to
tho theatre, that ho was going himself with
another lady, or at least a party in which
thero were other ladies.

"To-nig- did you say, Nettie? I don't be-

lieve I can go
"Oh, John, whynotr
"Won't night dof
"No," said Mrs. Wheatleigh, looking at tha

paper, "this is tho only performance of
JCymbeliue.'"

"I am going to bo out Nettio; I
don't think I can tako you very well; but
any other night I will be glad to."

"You are going to tho club, I suppose. I
wish you did not spend so much time there. Is
this something so important that it can't bo
put off.' I do want to sco 'Cyniblino' so
much."

"See hero Nettie, it's like this," said Johnj
"Ed. "Wilson, a friend of ramo from out c
town, is going to be hero t, and I
want to show him around a little, and and
tako him to tho club, perhaps; in fact, I'vo
written to him promising to meet him. Now
do be reosonablo, Nettie."

Tho cloud lifted from Jlrs. Wheatleigh's
brow entirely. "I will bo reasonable, John;
of couiao if you are engaged with your
friend, I shan't interfere. I'll tell you what
I might do. If you will get tho tickets, I'll
tend over to Cynthia Olds to go with me; sho
will bo glad of tho chance. We'll tako a cab
and drive to theatre, and it will bo perfectly
fcafe."

John was glad to have tho matter settled
to easily, but his wife's bharp speech still
rankled a little, and ho felt that ho ought not
to give in all at once.

"1 don't liko you going out a night without
an escort, and I don't hko you going with
Cynthia Olds, anyhow. What you seo in her
to make you want to continue tho intimacy,
I can't imagine. Sho 13 a silly, simpering old
girl, without an idea that sho hasn't got
from somo yellow backed novel, and a wo-
man whoso tonguo runs as hers does is sura
to bo a dangerous companion."

"Cynthia is not so bud as you mako her
out, John; sho is foolish about somo things, I
know, and exaggerates a good deal, but I
i over heard her say anything ill naturcd
about anybody. It is a pleasure to take her
out, sho enjoj--s everything so much. But as
you evidently do not wish mo to go tho thea-

tre, I shall say no more about it"
"Thero, my dear, you may do as you like,'

said John. "Ask Cynthia to go with you
mid I will bring tho tickets And
to all was serene.

When John Wheatleigh tcok his seat in tho
elevated train ho drew a letter from his
pocket tho letter which caused tho httlo jar
m his homo that had so quickiy subsided, lid
read it hastily:

Newjoik, N. J., April 10. j

Dear WnnirxxiGH: lam coming over to
Now York on Thursday w ith my wifo and
her sister yon remember Ethel," of course
Wo want to go somewhero in tho evening,
and would bo delighted to have you join us
at tho Hoffman house at 0 for dinner, and
mako a partio carrec I hear the operetta of
"Madanio Roquctto" is very good; may I
commission you to secure four places for our
party, and don's fail to meet us? My wife
wishes to bo remembered. Yours truly--

11 H. Wilso:.'.
"Confound it,"' ho muttered, "I don't liko

it; I "wish 1 hadn's been in such a hurry to
accept his invitation."

He remembered Ivliss Ethel very well; n
handsome girl sho was, too, but not hand-
somer than her sister, Mrs, Wilson. "Of
course, they couldn's havo asked -- ettio; they
don't know her. Tni hanged, though, if I
think it's the tiling to invite a married mau
w.thout his wife, I wish I'd told herl How-
ever, I'm in &)r it now, I suppose."

Ho left tho train and went toatheatra
whero a great artist was playing Shako-tpearea- u

dramas, and bought two places for
"Cymbelino." Then ho went on to his ofiice.
All" morning, however, ho was thsent .minded
and low spirited; Lo let several good oppor-irniri-

c'i thrt ora1 f "c iEnotieL
noon ho mado a sudden resolution.

"I shan't dino with them at any rate; I'll go
homo and tako dinner with Nettie; I'll

on that." He sat down and wrote:

Dear Wilson I am very sorry, but 1
End it impossible to get away in. time to tako
dinner with vou this evening. I shall join
you .at tho theatre, though, and therefore

the three tickets for yourself and the
ladies, to whom pleaso mako my compli-
ments and regrets at being obliged to fore'go
p part of the pleasure of the evening. Faith-
fully, aVheatleigu.

uomic opera was a form of entertalnnient
which John Wheatleigh- - loathed, yet hero he
bad consigned himself to enduring three
hours of jinglingmusic and prancing women,
whilo refusing to go with his wife to witness
a noble play.

Ho put tho threo tickets into an cnvelopo
with his note and sded it, thinking to him-
self meanwhile: "I wish thero was somo way
out of tho whole business I might say I was
ill poor littlo Nettie! 'Mnie. Rouquette' in-

deed Pshaw 1"

Than ho called a messenger, dispatched his
letter, and in go doing laid tho train to'a
pretty mino which by evening might explode
with a formidablo result.

You will probably guess what John Wheat-
leigh did in his absent minded, self reproach-
ful state of mind, so there need bo no secret
about it Ho was reckoned ono of the shrewd-
est men on the Cotton Exchange, yet ho did
now what shrewd and keen wittod men
sometimes do committed an egregious
blunder.

Ho had in his pocket six theatre tickets.
All wcro red. and of tho samo general ap-

pearance. Ho enclosed tho two tickets ho
had bought for his wife and ono operetta
ticket in the noto to his friend Wilson, and
thus tho three tickets ho retained, one for
himself and two for Nettie, wero all for
"Mmo. Roquettc."

When ho came homo to dinner Nettio met
him with a smilo. "Could you get the tickets,
John, dear' Oh, I'm so glad Cynthia will
go. How I wish, though, it was you!"

"Indeed, I wish it was, Nettio. I would
break this engagement if I could,
but Wilson is an old friend and I would not
liko to offend him."

"And I wouldn't liko to havo you either,
dear. I was cross this morning, wasn't I? I
was sorry for it, though, afterward. Pleaso
forgive me, John, dear you aro always
good to me," and sho put hor arms around
his neck and kissed him. " Aren't you well,
John? You look pale."

"Yes, quit well, Nettie; a little headache,
that is all."

Mrs. Wheatleigh was not quito dressed
when her husband came at S o'clock to bid
her good-by- . "I'll try to bo back as soon as
you are, Nettie," ho said, as he kissed her.
no was on the stairs when his wife called to
him, "John, u haven't given me tho
tickets! don't como back back; I'll ran
down to you."

He flunbled hastily in his pocket and drew
out tho threo tickets. "'Mmo. Roquetto
that's mine" ho heard Nettie on tho stairs
"theso other two aro hers don't come down,
dear; there they are."

"You foolish boy," said Nettie, "you aro
sure you are quito well, John? There good
night"

Cynthia was not ready when tho cab
stopped at tho door. Her toilet was a matter
requiring great preparation; presently,
though, sho came running out

"How aro you, dear Nettie? so good of
you to think of mo so often! Isn't Mr.
Wheatleigh going? Just wo two? How nicol
What is 'Cymbeline,' Nettie? Shakespearo,
isn't it? I don't think I ever read it is it a
tragedy? How nicol"

"No, Mr. Wheatleigh couldn't go
explained Nettio, "ho had an important en-

gagement with a business friend at tho club."
Cynthia rattled on, telling Nettie of all her

comings and goings since their last meeting
until they reached tho theatre. They entered
tho house, and Nettio handed her tickets to
tho man at tho gate.

"You'ro in tho wrong place, ladies," said
ho; "these tickets don't belong here."

"Dear mo," said Nettio, "where aro we?
Did tho cabman mako a mistake? Aren't
you playing 'Cymbelino?' "

"Yes, ma'am, but these tickets aro for
'Mmo. Roquetto,' at, tho uptown houso. Tho
address is on your ticket pleaso step aside
a moment, ladies."

"Oh, how provoking!" said Nettio. "How
could John havo mado a mistake! Ho know
it was 'Cymbelino' I wanted to seo wo
talked of it quito awhile."

"Perhaps thej' will exchange them at tho
box office," suggested Cynthift

"Oh, no, thoy won't do that," replied Net-
tio, taking out her purse; "we must buy new
tickets. Dear mo, I havo only enough hero
to pay tho cabmanl Havo you any money,
Cynthiar

Cynthia humbly acknowledged to not hav-
ing a penny.

"Well, there is nothing to do, then, but to
drive home," said Nettie. "Oh, I am so dis-
appointed 1" They found a cab, and wero
rolling uptown, when Cynthia said: "Nettie,
so long as as wo havo tho tickots, why
shouldn't wo go to seo 'Mme. Roquetto?' T
hear it is splendid. Floria Da Brassi sings in
it, you know. If wo don't liko it wo can
como away in a littlo while."

"Very well, Cynthia," roplied Nettie, apa-
thetically. She was thinking how could ho
havo been so careless, when ho know sho
wanted so much to seo this play. But sho
had invited Cynthia to go with her, and felt
bound to mako tho best of tho matter.

Cynthia hastily put her head out of tho
window and told tho man whero to drive.
Secretly sho was delighted at tho change in
programme. Shakespearo was very nice, of
course, but such a thing as "Madamo Ro--

quetto" was not to bo seen every day. .

"Bennie Do Forest was telling mo all about
it last night, Kottio," sho said: "ho says it is
simply grand, and that Floria Do Brassi. is

"b' of
'top- - , j

or something,
iiamea juan ma Dnngs aovu tno nouse,
Bennio sa3-s-

. Idont know that I npprovo
of such things," sho added deprecatiffgly,
"but it's well enough to go in a while,
cspcciauy wnea everybody is tauang about

at
; you think

as
anything i

when

,

ters,
iSettio just at them as sho passed,

seats ncroiatho orchestra, and tho
house seemed quito tuU, with the exception
of chair adjoining Jtheir own. Cynthia
divested herself of her jacket as onco, and
prepared to enjoy herself.

"Wo can things on that seat next
you, if anybody comes we'll tafco
them away sho said.

Nettio placed Cynthia's coat in tho vacant
seat, as sho did so her oyes fell on tho
man he was her with
wide open oyes and hanging jaw; ho looked
quito stupefied. Tho man was her husband.

Johul how camo you I
thought this a or a joke
does.it mean, John!''

ho said, "thero has been
a mistake; I found it out, and camo to I
mean let us go quickly quickly, NetueP
He to his feet: Nettie Swas Quito bo--

wildered, while Cynthia stared. "Qulci,
Nettie" I

"Ah, Wheatleigh, I've found you, havo IP '

'

rrled a little mau bustling up; a deuco
of a tini9 I've had. on earth, did you
mean oy sending me ticket for this placa

'

nd for somewhere else, Lord knows
.vhere" Tva been a back,

and the girls are mad as hornets. Maud
'

didn't liko it hen you didn't come to dinner
anyhow. lean promise you a jolly rcold-in- g.

How did you such a bull! Aro j

thesa tha seats here! The usher will try j

straighten the thing out if these ladies will
kindly let him see their Maybo"

His words were in a burst of
npplause-- Floria Da Brassi, as young
Prince Gaillard, bounded on the stage a

of blonde hair and silk fleshings,
Nettie had not an idea of what the trouble j

vas about; she looked at husband, who j

was still standing. His was white, his
mdv&L but could not hear, the words. I

The usher was saving something to Cynthia. '

who was helplessly fumbling in h;rba3 for ,

the NetUe had handed her
they came in; but what tha woman
en the staee v einsin. bar Jin a

to ner heart, and her eyes rolled up in mock
agony?

Ah, sweet secluded
An, poor deluded ono!
He'll fool you if ho can,
Now he's a married man

Hi ha!
Now he's a married man.

Nettio comprehended everything in a flash.
The little man and tho two handsome women
standing back there belonged to her hus-
band's party through somo mistake she and
Cynthia wero in their places, and thoy were
trying to get them out. Sho rose to her feet
and turned to her husband with indignant
eyes "Nettie, come with me," ho said in a

voice. "I will everything."
Nettio felt a strong sho grasped
Cynthia by tho wrist and hurried her away.
"One moment, ladies I mean no offense,"
said tho littlo man "by Jovo, Wheatleigh,

gone!"
In the aislo they almost ran into a man

staggering under a great basket of flowers;
the odor made Nettio faint.

As for Cynthia, only knew something
dreadful had happened. Nettio was deathly
palo and looked straight before her, not hav-
ing uttered a word since left tho thea-
tre. Cynthia took her two hands and held
them tight, not knowing what else to da
How terrible it all was, yet how wildly ex-

citing! recalled John Wheatleigh's hag-
gard face, tho excitable voice of tho littlo
man, tho well bred amazement with which
tho two women had regarded them as they
passed out she thought she had seen thesa
women before; indeed, it was such an

that poor Cynthia found herielf taking
a kind of guilty joy in tho situation. And
Nettie how stonily sho before her;
sho did look hko Nettio Wheatleigh at
all. Would it bo in tho papers in the morn-
ing I Would Nettie get a diVorco ? Every-
body would know that she had been thero
and had seen it all, would como to her
for tho particulars. Cynthia fairly grew
giddy at the of her import-
ance. Now they were at Nettie's house, sho
must go in; sho could not leavo the poor girl
whilo sho looked liko that Then Nettio
spoko for tho first time.

"Qomo in tho house," she said, hoarsely;
"tell the man to wait."

Sho up stairs and flung herself on tho
bod, face downward. Cynthia gently took off
her bonnet and would havo bathed her face,
but Nettie motioned her away. Sho did not
cry or mako a sound, but buried her

in the pillows as though she a thou-
sand eyes upon her and was

Thero was a violent ring at the bell, and
John Wheatleigh camo rushing up tho stairs.
She sprang to her feet

"Nettie, darling, where are you? Oh, Net-
tie, don't look at mo like that let mo tell
you! Miss Olds, pleaso go into the next room
for a few moments; I must speak to my wife
alone."

"Stop; remain whero you are, Cynthia.
Do you not seo that whatever you havo to
say to mo must bo said before her now P

"Nettie, dearest, it was all a mistake. That
was Ned Wilson, his wifo and her sister. I
was going with them, you see to meec them,
that is, and I mixed the tickets up I gavo
you I ought to havo told you."

was shameful," she said, in a low, hard
voice, "to humiliate mo beforo all thoo peo-

ple, before Cynthia, before" she shuddered
"those two women."

J?.'j"Nettie, I swear 1 meant to you at
tho tnblo this morning tho words wero on
my very lips to tell you. I written to
Ned Wilson then, but I had made up my
mind not to go if you didn't want me to; and
just as I was going to speak you asked mo to

..., ... -- """'"b " wounds mado by single iirers largo
all wild about her. Sno sings o. bei alld in&ecAt s far th(J
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tako you then wo had that silly littlo quar-
rel, and I foolishly went away without tell- -

jnfr y0U- - if you i,. miserable I had
felt all day it was that that made mo send
O God! sho doesn't believe me!" and tho poor
bo3 covered his faco with his hands and gavo
n great sob. Then it was that the truo and
beautiful womanly instinct arose and showed
itself in tho despised Cynthia.

"Nettie," she said, firmly, "you aro making
too much of this; your husband has douo no
wrong look at him, Nettio. He concealed
something from you because ho was piqued
it was foolish, but not w icked, and ho was
sorry for it beforo it was made known to
you in tho way it was I know who
Mrs. Wilson is and who her sister is ho love3
you nnd nobody else. You can trust mo,
can't you, when I promise never to speak of
this to any one, and and, Nettie, I shall try
to forget it myself."

"Oh, I did not deserve it, John; I did not,
indeed I" aDd Nettio flung herself sobbing on
her husband's neck, as Cynthia silently with- -

drew.
All his lifo John Wheatleigh loved Cyn- - I

thia Olds for those words. Tho simper on
her kindly was as a beautiful smilo to ,

him ever ufter her harmless twaddlo as
pleasant music. '

Tho operetta of "Mme. Roquetto" had a
long run in tho metropolis. Tho ail's wero
played on hand organs by street bands, and
by energetic young ladies on tho piano, but
although Nettio forgavo her husband freely,
and restored him to her confidence,
sho could never hear, "Now He's a Married
Han." without a spasm of tho ""

Not a Humane Kifle.
It was promised for tho new Lobel

(French) repeating' rifle that it was
humane, either killing outright or disa- -

Ulng but not torturing with tho frightful

nients, however, havo shown that tho 8
millimeter Lobel magazine pxm is no moro
humane than that of 11 millimeter caliber.

The experiments wero conducted by
Capfc. Jarjcot, his men firing into dead

lets power ot tho new steel projec
tilo being greater than, that of its prede- -

j

cessor, tho bones offering less resistance,
and thero being consequently less.deflec-tio- n

of tho bullets. Ihe hopo that tho
bones v;ould havo a "clear" fracture, with
littlo of the splintering which is so pain-
ful, has not been realized. On tho con-
trary, the bono is torn "shivered" would

more nearly express what Dr.
says in tho article he writes on

"Chirurgio de Guerre." And yet he says
that tho effects of tho new rifle, as used
at present, aro trifling compared to what
they will bo when tho new explosives,
melinite, roburite, etc.. are used. Scien-

tificAmerican.

Coffee Among the Arabs.
Tho groat event of tho visit is 'the

coffee. Tho host has a hind of brazen
snovei brought, in which ho roasts tno
beans; then he takes a pestle and mortar
of the oak of Basuan, and with his own
hands ho pounds it to powder, making
tho hard oak ring forth a song of wel- -

ccmo to tho guest. Many of these
pestles and mortars are heirlooms, and
aro richly ornamented and beautifully
black and polished ago and use; suca
was tho ono in question. Having druni
coffee (for the honored guest tho cup is
filled three times), you aro quito safo in.
the hands of the most murderous.

So far do they carry this
that a man who had "murdered another
fiedto the dead man's father, o

he knew what had happened drank collea- -
Presently friends came in, and, as the?
were relating news to the bereaved
iauier, recogmzea tne muruerer croucneu
besidd tbe fi- - They instantly demanded
vengeance. 'So." said tho father, "it
cannot be; he has drunk coffee, and has
taus become to ao as my son. uaa ho

' arnnfc coffeo tho father would never
havo rested until he had dyed his hinds
J h's Wood As it was, n is said he

gave aaughter to wue.
Last JouToal of Bishop Ifanaujgtoa,

a tiling; it mates ono leei iite going to seo it bodies and at live animals distances of
in spite of ono'sself don't so?" j 200, 400, G?0, 1,000, 1,600 and 2,000

"I suppose it does, Cynthia, I never heard meters, and tho result, summed up
about it," Dr. Delormc, are that tho orifice made by

Tho operetta had begun thsy entered tho of the eight millimeter ball
the theater. A little man accompanied by is smaller than that of its going out, the
two haudsomo hjies was a great samo varying from four to six millime-commotio- n

with an usher, according to tho velocity of the bul- -
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FIGHTffi& FOE LIFE.

When I was stationed up in Montana at
Fort Keogh a few years ago, said Gen. Bris-bia- d

to a reporter, I frequently saw on. the"
streets of Miles City a mother and daughter
who had an interesting historj, and were tho
heroines of one of the hardest fought Indian
battles that ever took place in tho west Mrs.
Maxwell and her daughter, May, were
modest appearing and quiet Mr. Maxwell,
with his wife and daughter and four men
Bouton, George Darland, Jester Pruden, and
another whose namo I cannot now recall
had started from Miles City east, intending
to cross and settle on the Little Missouri near
the old Stanley trail. After they had been
out three days, and just as they were ap-
proaching O'Fallon creek, Mrs. Maxwell dis-
covered two objects ahead, which, with the
aid of a field glass, she soon made out to be J

two Indians. She at onco called the men and
told Mr. Maxwell what she had seen, and,
although tho objects had quickly disap-
peared, Mr. Maxwell knewbuttoo well thero
was trouble in store for him and his party.
Ho halted at once and turned back tho
wagons, which had already crossed tho
O'Fallon. Ho then rodo forward and soon
discovered a village of forty lodges of hostile
Indians. A retreat for the hills at onco be-

gan, and although tho Indians followed
closely they did not attack. They seemed to
think they had the party safely, and could
take their time in securing their scalps. Mr.
Maxwell went to somo tnnber, and, selecting
a high point of ground, went into camp. It
was a strong position, with a ravino running

, around three sides of tho camp. Darkness
soon came on, and Maxwell, knowing tho

) Indians seldom attack in tho night, spent tho
entiro time in fortifying his littlo camp.
Tho bluffs did not run close to the water, and
tho little party had to tako up their position
fully 200 yards from tho water. This greatly

; distressed him, but Mr. Maxwell laid in as
good a supply of water as possible, and
watered all his stock beforo daylight
appeared. About 4 o'clock in tho morning
tho little party ceased from their
labors, cleaned and loaded their guns, and
waited for tho battle to begin. The Indians
wero very deliberate, and, although they
could be seen, it was after 9 o'clock before
any of them showed up near tho fort Then
thev boraii driiicr at loner ranrre. and kenfc it
up at intervals during tho entiro day, but
with littlo dainn-- o to tho besieged. Mr.
Maxwell's wagons wero hauled by oxen, and
they wero kept as close as possible. In tho
evening tho cattlo had become thirsty and
had to be watered. No Indians wcro to bo
Eeen, and tho men attempted to drive tho
cattle to water, when tho Indians rushed
down from tho hills and captured them all.
Mr. Maxwell let tho cattlo go and told his
men to get to the fort No further attempt
was made to disturb tho besieged, and an-
other night was spent in strengthening tho
littlo fort. Iho men worked hard, and
about midnight, having mado tho works
as strong as possible, and being tired
out, they lay down to get a littlo
rest, Mr. Maxwell and May agreeing to
watch. Iho wagons formed ono side of tho
fort, and legs, sacks of grain, and, gunny
Eacks. filled with earth, the other side.
Caves had been dug in the hillside
for the women, and riflo pits, strongly
constructed, ranged on threo sides of tho
camp. All night long tho cattlo kept bel-

lowing and wero driven around and about '

tho camp by tho Indians in hope that tho lit-

tlo garrison would come out and attempt to
drive them in. But the white men lay close,
and all efforts at getting them out failed.
Soon after midnight one of the men crept
out of tho fort and passed tho Indian videttes
safely. Ho was instructed by Mr. Maxwell
to go to Fort Keogh irith all haste and mako
known to the commanding officer the desper
ate situation of tho littlo party and ask for
help. The littlo garrison was now reduced
to live fighting men, Mrs, Maxwell and her
daughter May. Shortly beforo daylight tho
women heard tho Indians coming up tho
ruvino and aroused tho men. Tho moon was
shining brightly nnd tho Indians were all
mounted and could bo plainly seen. Dis-
mounting from their ponies they began
crawling up toward tho fort. Maxwell told
his men to lay close and hold their flro until
ho gave the word, and then to load and firo
ns rapidly a3 possible, and shout at tho top
of their voices. It was a fearful moment
the night was still lying on tho earth, nnd
the silence that of death. The Indians wero
now within fifty yards, and Maxwell, fear-

ing a charge if he delayed longer, called out:
"Let them hnvo it, boys." Tho rattlo of tho
guns was fearful, and lasted for fjilly five
minutes, when, seeing no Indians coming,
Mr. Maxwell ordered the firing to slacken
and then cease entirely. "When tho smoka
cleared away no Indians" were about except
one, who lay near tho fort. IIo was badly
wounded, and called out in broken English:
"I am hit. Don't shoot me."

"Can you como in and surrender?" called
out Maxwell.

"Xo, I am wounded; como out and get
me," he replied.

"Can't you crawl inhere? TVo will tako
care of you," said Maxwell.

"Won't you let my people come and get
me?'1 tho fellow asked.

"All right," said Maxwell; "wo don't caro
for yon fellows much, anyway; but let them
bo quick about it, for g want to fight soma
more."

Tho wounded Indian called loudly in
Indian, and presently somo savages wcro
seen approaching, but they wero afraid to
come too near the fore The wounded Indian
raised himself up with difficulty, and saying,
"Howl Howl Don't shoot me; go away,"
crawled off. Thoy let him go, and after!
working himself down tho hill a littlo way !

two Indians tcok bun up and earned
him off.

Tho Indians now packed up everything,
and driving the cattlo before them started
off down tho valley.

"Thank God, they aro gone," said Mrs,
t n

"

H2f Hcd aeU; "that Is only '

f ,. ...-?- . w wi i

a little time, so, mother, you and May get '

us something to cat." i

rrctty soon somo of tho cattlo wero seen
coming back, a3 if they had broken away
from tho Indians, end ono of the men wanted
to go out and driva them in.

''Oh, no," said Maxwell, "that is only an-

other ruse of the wily rascals to get U3 out
of here They aro clcsa behind tho cattle,

i

depend upon ft." The cattl were kept clcso
around the fore nearly all forenoon, but not
on Indian was to bo eeen. All efforts to
draw out the little garrison, however, proved
futile. Then a signal was thrown up, and
Mr. Maxwell said: i

'Jm 7VA. wj-- ( fcrvJ J fcCA HO
will soon havtiit hot tnd heavy. Here,
mother, you and May keep well within tho
civc, but get soma water and bo ready to
lead and cocl tha guns."

In a few moments an unearthly yell rosa j

up from the ravine, asd the Indiana charged j

that ada of tho fort They wcro easily re-- j

pulsed, but ssoa dashed atcbaotiker sid&of
tha fort, ridisz and finng. Ths men la tha
fort let tba rule and re a3 fasi and as
much ss they wanted, lying clcao within
their nug breajrsverki I&tty toon tho In.
dians drew off and coTseacfcd throwing cp
iignal lights. i

tTTe saall hara It now," said aoxweB. '

"Kep cool and wait."
In about an hour a long; lina of Indians

were seen coming up from the south to join '

the others. !

"There they are,'' said Maxwell, "end if
that, ts all there is of them we will soon lift
then- - hair." It was a brave expression, bat
tne men knew only too well it was made to
keep their courage up, for there were at least
ten Indians for every white man in the fort,
and as bloodthirsty a looking set of rtd
devils as ever rode the plains cr scalped a
white man. v

Thar roda dntra; onlfca doc fco tky- - j

-- rtfr jgg'gt' 3feyw; . wr W

cauea out: "iiowr How! Como out and
give up!"

"Not much," cried Maxwell. "We have
been waiting for you to come. Why have
you been so long? Come on; we are spoiling
for a fight; but mind you, no more gets off.
I want at least ten scalps."

The Indians dismounted and began crawl-
ing toward the fort The grass was high and
gave them good shelter. "We must not let
them get too close," said Maxwell, "for thero
are too many of them. Pick out a man each
of you, commencing on tho right There is
a fellow flattening himself on tho earth. I
think I can get him, though ho is about as
thiu as a pane of window glass and as long as
a willow." He took caAful aim and fired,
and the savage sprang up and then pitched
forward on his face and lay still.

"He is down," cried Maxwell, "and now
for tho rest, boys."

Tho Indians had opened, and the firing
soon became general. For two hours it went
on without intermission. Tho Indiana
worked up nearer and nearer to tho fort
despite of all the resistance of the little garri-
son. For three hours nothing could bo heard
but the noise of the guns, tho yelling of the
white men and Indians, and tho cries of the
women. Maxwell and his men fought hko
lions. Mrs. Maxwell loaded and cooled the
guns, and May went about among the men,
helping her mother and carrying tho men
water and food. After five hours' hard fight-

ing the Indians drew off, held a council, and
then went into camp. They divided into two
parties, ono party encamping on each side of
the fort, so as to prevent the garrison from
escaping during tho night Several of the
Indians came down quito close to the fort in
tho evening and wanted to talk, but the white
men called out: "Go away! Go away! Old
Maxwell is getting mad." Ono bold fellow
rode up quito near, when Maxwell seized a
gun and shot him, sending him back to the
rear howling with pain.

"Lie close, boys, and shoot every one that
approaches," said Maxwell. Night shut down
on tho besieged, and it was still as death
again. The fires of tho Indians could bo seen
on tho hill, but none of them camo near.
Two of the men slept while tho others kept
watch, but the night passed without event
Early in the morning the Indians wanted to
talk.

"Come! como on!" cried Maxwell, "I am
spoiling for a light I don't want to talk.
Why don't you fight, you cowardly red ras- -

cas Hc goes for you!" and ho fired his
pieco at tho nearest warrior. Tho Indians
fel1 back" ia haste, no doubt thinking tho
very devil was in old MaxwelL But they
rallied mid camo on and the battle became
general again. Tho whito men wero sur-
rounded on every side, and it was with tno
utmost difficulty they could keep tho Indiana
out of tho fort. Charge after charge was
mado, but tho bravo garrison stood true.
After an hour and a half's fighting tho
Indians fell back for a rest and a smoke.
They next commenced throwing arrows
from their bows, shooting them up in tho
air and letting them descend point foremost
into tho fort As the men had no protection
for their backs and heads this proved a
most formidable mode of attack. One of the
men was soon severely wounded, and May
Maxwell got an arrow through her foot
About noon an Indian, who had been ob-

served smoking all forenoon on a hill near
tho fort, suddenly rose up and walked down
toward it. He kept on until within sixty
yards of the breastworks when he suddenly
fell dead, pierced by a bullet from old Max-
well's gun. He was probably a medicine
man who had lied so long and so much to
the Indians that he came to believe his own
lies and thought that tho white men could
not hit him with a bullet

As soon as tho medicine man fell tho In-- 1

dians drew off and held a council. They
seemed to think tho ouly way now was to
watch the garrison and starve it out. Creep
ing up close to tho works and picketing the
stream they began their patient siege. Not
a head or hand in the garrison could be raiseJ
without a bullet beinjj fired at it. Tho be-

sieged had to lie close; but old Maxwell
raised tho devil about midnight by making a
sudden attack, and tho Indians, thinking he
was coming sure enough, ran off a little.
Next morning Mnxvi ell surprised tho savages
by building a largo fir., showing them he
had wood and natei. Mrs. Maxwell had
also had a tent put up, and tho Indians ob-

served tho condition of tho garrison was
much improved, as if they liked it and were
going to stay thero and fight it out, if it took
all summer. Dashing down on tho fort, they
fired over a hundred shots at tho tent, but
Mrs. Maxwell bravely stood her ground and
quietly went on with her cooking. Tho In-

dians circled around the besieged for nearly
an hour, but is was observed they did nol
firo much.

"They aro getting out of ammunition,"
said Maxwell. "Let iu givo thom a bluff,"
and, jumping up, all tho men poured in a
steady and rapid firo for a few minutes. The
reds fell back and counseled again, and then
ono of them camo down and called out:
"Good-by- ; wo aro going now.''

"Don't," cried MaxwelL "Give us one
more good fight beforo you go; do." Tho In-

dian could bo heard laughing as ha called
back:

"High! highl You aro heap much too
bravo!''

""Who aro you people!" asked MaxwelL
"Sioux and Nez Perces," ho replied, "good

men, but vou aro too tough for us. Qood-by.-"

"Is it on tho sacarap afikod ono of tho'ntea
of MaxwelL

"I guess so," ho said, "but wo will 'tak
no chances, and keep close."

The Indians then rodo off. Maxwell and
his littlo party kept closo to tho fort, but
never saw an inaian again, xney uaujuneu
cisbtreds in the fight, and only two of their

Maxwell had a cioto call, a ball cutting away
a lock of his hair, and another ono grazing

'Ra'. aus. Jiaxweu uaa a uau wouna in
ber arm ; another carried away a part of her

Tho man Maxwell sent out on tho first
ight of tb S reached Fort Keogh in

safety, and Cob Baker with a nortv of cavalry
1ra3 at onco sent rehef ot tho kIa'
k"6"1 fc"o garrison, no reacneu mere vao
day after the Indians left and found Max- -

well and his party enjoying themselves. He
brought them back to Miles City, where they
were ftasted by the citizens and made much
of. Mr. Maxwell ravo ud all idea of fcttllna
on the Little Missouri and becanao a citizen
of Miles City. He was tio pioneer in start-
ing a line of stages from Miles to Dcadwcod
by way of tho Tongue river, and I think U

running them stilL Chicago Times.

bnximp Canning mdtutry.
N6W Orleans has discovered that there's

incney in tho canning of shrimps, and is
develoninsr tho Industry rapidly. It Is
taid that fully 100,000 can3 a daraw
nocked thero duriair the eg.2oa.gSdEJ

GLOBE IRON PIS.
A. FLAGG, Proprietor.

Cor. 2d and 5th aves., Wichita,
Manufacturer of Steam engines,

Boi'ers, Pumos and all Zincs of
mill gearing. Architectural iron
a specialty- - Iron and crass cast-
ings nale to order. Estimate
made on all class of vvor-c and
orders DromDtly attended to.
69 W. E. FONDA, SupL

H. H. KICHAKDS.

Wichita Mercantile Co.,

WHOLESALE -:- - GROCERS,
213, 215, 217, 219 and 221 Soatn Marktt Street;

WICHITA, - - - KANSAS

THE WICHITA EAGLE,
1L M. Murdock & Bra, Proprietors.

Printers, Binders, Publishers and Blank Book M'frs

All kinds of county, township and school district records and
blanks. Legal "blanks of every description. Complete stock of Jus-
tice's dockets and blanks. Job printing of all kinds. We bind av
and medical journals and magazine periodicals of all kinds at prices
as low as Chicago or New York ana guarantee work 3ust as good.
Orders sent by mail will be carerully attended to. Address all busi-
ness communications to

R P. MURDOCK, Business Manager.

HAWN, HBRRON & CO.,
WHOLESALE

GRAIN AND COMMISSION MEh HANTS
And dealears in HARD AND SOFT COAL.

Will bid on grain of all kinds in jots of one to lifty cars at any
point in Kansas. Correspondence solicited.
HAWN, HEREON & Cu. Prop., Whichita Elevator and Zephyr Mills

fc i

J. O. DAYWaOS, K. C KXIOBT, Bocy. W.'T. HABOOCEVloe fSM THOS. E. FrrCS.

Davidson InyestmeatComp'ny

PAID-U- P CAPITAL, $300,000.

$5,000,000 Loaned in Southern Kansas. Money Always on Hand for

Improved Farm and City Loans.

WITH CITIZENS BANE NorUKt)
OFFICE NSUUIi Street and DoocUa Atohm. I

L. CjACKSON,
-S-UCCESSOR TO HACKNER & JACKSON,-Wholes- ale

and retail dealer in kinds of

Anthracite and Bituminous Coal
And all kinds 6f building material. Main office 1 12 S. 4th Ave.

Brancn office 133 N. Main. Yards connected wlU all railroads la
the city. 89tf

U. W. LEVY. Pra&lest. A.W.OLIVBB,

WICHITA NATIONAL BANK.
Paid-u- p Capital,
Surplus,

--DIKECTOBS-

DO A GENERAL BANKING, COLLECTING AND BROKERAGE BUSINESS.

Eastern and Foreign exchange bought and sold. U. S. Bonds or all
denominations boaght and sold. County, Township and

Municipal Bonds Bought.

LOMBARD
MORTGAGE

V

B, LOMBARD JR. Prest.
JAS. U LOMBARD, V!.Pret.

J. T. COUUCa: fcoc aad Man.
L. D, &K1NNEK, Tivastirer.

G. BRISTOW. .

Farm LoaDsatLowestRates

Office over State National bank,
Cor Main st. and Douglas ave.

Capital, paid up. 250,000
Surplus, 20,000

&& &?--.

Thagl pockrt real estate book has
Decome a universal favorite amoai; dealers
generally 2n the wet. 25tf

FreereciininscbAircarsare sow running
on all train on the C, K. e X. railway,
"Rock Inland Route," between "Wichita,
Topeka. Kahas City, St. Joseph, Chicaeo.

&tf

Motor Line
ADDITION.

IllMUTER
?

CALL AND SEE ME.

H. SCHWE1TER.
OFFICE 105 S,ZMPQ&IA- - l

GEO. Tf. BERGMXX

Pmt' Tri

all

T.

WICHITA, KANSAS.

TkPrenMeL L. A. WALTON. 0M4lli.

$250,000
50,000

I -:- -

RAILWAY.

The most popular route to Kan-
sas City, St. Louis, Chicago ant!
all points East and North, also
to Hot Springs, Ark., Now Or-
leans, Florida and all points
South and Southeast

SOLID DAILY TRAINS

BETWEEN.

St Louis, Kansas City, Pueblo and

Denver,

with:
Pullman BufTet Sleeping Cars,

VIA THE

COLORADO SHORT LINE

The Shortest Bouto to St Louis

TRAINS-- 5

Kansas City to St Louis.

Pullman Buifet Sleeping Cars.
Free-Reclinin- Chair Cars.

H. C. TOWNSEND,
Gen. Pass, ic Ticket Agt., St. Louis. J!o,

PaiAcnsers for "WelWerd, for CoAntUrr
and ALiaad be Hire and talcs Lsitn't
straight lina and i.t twenty-fo- e hoax'
tune; arrive at Coldvritcr at 530 p. m.

lt-t-l

READ THE WEEKLY

Wiehita.'. Eagle.

Contains More State and Qg
era! News and Eastarn Dis-
patches than aay paper in ti
Southwest- -

TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION:
,tehc,!MdJ

One Year. - $1.00
SiX MOlltllS, - 75


